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back into her corner of the bench
as if [nstinctively responding to the
rvépudiation of his first glance,
His reaction was an apologetic em-
barrassment., He had startled her,
Ble looked like a fluttered wild

That would not do 'at all,
He waa not the sort who alarmed
girls. He rushed into speech.
“I'm awfully afrald 1 frightened
you,” he sald. “To tell the truth, 1
didn’t see you when I flopped down.
I was thinking of something else."
She held her pose In the far cor-
rier of the bench, but she still star-
ed at him, and as she did so her
slight young figure relaxed and the
look of fear left her eyes. She did
not speak, however, and for a long
moment their glance held while he
walted, expecting her to do so. Then
self-consciously and feeling much
gnubbed, he dropped his glance from
her face and It took In the surprising
fact that on this cold and stormy
day the young girl on the bench be-
slde him wore no coat. What he now
sBaw was no longer an offended girl,
but a shivering fellow croature, hlue
with cold, elad In a dark blue gown

* of the sort Dora had called “one-

plece.” Not even a scarf protected
the thin young threat from which
the neck of the gown was briefly cut
away in the familiar lines of the
popular fashion. Not daring again
to ralse his eyes to her facs in the
light of this discovery, David let
them drop to the level of the girl'#
ghoes, They had been well ‘made and
ghapely little shoe. Now ona of
them, the right, ~ unconsclously
thrust out a little in the girl's quick
recoll at his sudden appearance,
ghaowed a long split on the side and
a glimpse of black stocking,

David gat back in his place, cloged
his eves, and deliberately made him-
self think. He had loved his dead
mother and adored his dead sister.

* J1e had learned from them to honor

women.” But he was n clty boy, and
he was not unsophisticated, He
knew quite well the difference he
tween “‘nice girls” and the ather
kind, and he realized that the situa-
tion of this strange girl on the park
bench beside him was, to say the
least, anomalous. She might, or
might not, be a “nice girl.” He re-
called his one direct look Into her
wide, frightened eyee. That, certain-
1y, had been reassuring, She had
shown hersgelf so young and 8o
afraid, and she had not reaponded
when he spoke to her. Also, she was
shod like a beggar and dressed hardly
better than one, though there was a
suggestion of one-time smartness of
the right kind about the now ghabby
frock and the close fitting lint'e
hat almost covered her brewn halr,
Yer eyes, he recalled, had been
brown, too—heautiful eves they
were, but eyes with an odd look In
them—something other than the
fright he had caused her

His reflectinns ended suddenly.
They had been checked by an un-
expected development. The slight
figure, 80 remote in ita corner,
though 8o near, had suddenly
drooped, then pite hed forward, It
would have fallen from the bench
but for David'sa quick grasp, which
eaught and steadicd it He settied
it baek against the bench, and then,
epringing to his feet, stared at it
helpleasly. Its eyes were  closed,
Ita face was ghastly. Most ohvi-
ougly, even to the mind of a rather
suspicious young man, the girl had
fainted. She could not slmulate
that gray palior, that drawn look
around lips and noatris.

He bent down, seized a handful
of snow, and vigorously rubbed heyp
face with it. For a moment he ac-
tually thought she had died there
beside him. There was no pulse
that he could detect, and he had
much recent experience with a
girl's failing pulse. He stretehed
the stranger out flut on the bench
and continued his rubbing, sending
desperate eyeshots up and down the
lonely path as he worked, In the
hope of seclng a mounted police-
man or a pedestrian, But seem-
fngly he and the girl were alone
in the world, What was done for
her must be done by him. He
ecantinued to rub her face, and at
Iast a litle color came into it and
her brown. eyes slowly opened,

For a few instants their expres-
alon remalned blank, Then fear
arain rushed Into them—a fear 80
great that the heart of the young
man coptracted. It drove him into
awift, reassuring speech,

“Please don't be frightened,” he
#aid. “You ses, you fainted, and
I'in trying to help you. Are you
better now?"”

She tried to struggle to a sjtting
position, but fell back weakly, He
put a strong arm behind hor and
helped her to her old positlon in
the cormer of the bench,

Better how?” he repented cheer-
Tully,

“YeseT—think so, Thank you."
The ghil'n volee wns weal, but It
wia alao lovely., Her aceent and
manner woere those of a well-bred,
woll-educated girl of hiscown class,
Henderson's heart leaped at the dis-
covery., In that moment he told
Iimeelf this glrl was all vight, Girla
who wore not “all right™ did not
spenk ke that, nor did they ajlow
thomeselven to starve and freege
e found ar once the words he

knew woild most quickly reassure
her,

“You must let me do what I can
for you,” he sald in a matter of fact

way. “I'Ve had a lot of experience

with this kind of thing. My sister
was an invalld for a long time and
1 took care of her. So please let me
take you safely to your home and
turn you over to some one who will
put you to bed for a day or two.
Do you think you could walk us far
a8 the nearest park gate?" he added
48 she-did not speak. “We can get
a car there, or perhaps I can plek
up a taxicab,"”

She shogk hér head. There was
utter helplessness in the gesture.
Then, with a quick breath, she
spoke,

“No, no,” she sald, “Please leave
me here. T ghall be quite all right."
He began an energetic protest.
“But, good heavens, 1 can’'t do
that!” he pointed out. “It wouldn't
be safe. Anything might happen.
Just let me take you to your door
and sce that you get inside. Then

I'l clear out."”

For another momenamshe hesitat-
ed. Thea bluntly, in flat tones, she
gave him the truth.

- *I haven't dny home. 1 was
turned out of it this morning be-
cause—because I couldn’t pay m

rent. 1 suppose,”” she went on un-
steadlly, “you will have to take me
to some institution. Would they
tanke me dnto a hospital, do you
think? I'm not redlly sick, though.",

He knew now what was the mat-
ter. He understnod the gray pallor,
the pinched lips and nostrils, the
terrible look din the brown eyes. The
girl was starving. 8She had un-
doubtedly pawned everything she
had except, Uterally, enough gar-
monts to clothe her nokedness, She
had even parted with her coat. He
roae,

“Come,”" he guid. "I'm sure you
can walk {o the park gate, 'There is
a little restnurant across the stroet
where it will be warm and comfort-
able, We ean bhave some lunch
there and talk things over."

e met her eyves as he spoke,
then his own dropped again under
the unconsclous revelation In here.
For an {instant the expression in
thpsge brown eyes was nothing short
of horrible. It was a thing animal-
Illke In fits Intensity. Aw® If con-
sclous of §t, she turned her face
awny from him.

“No,"” she sald thickly. “No. I'm
all right now. Please go,"

But the look had made departure
a physical impossibility for Dora
Henderson’s brother. He could no
maore leave the glrl there alone than
if he was bound to her by chalins,

“See here,” he mald desperately,
“For God's sake look at me and
make up your mind to trust me.
Don't you see that you can? Let
me help you In memory of my
mister. She died last week.”

She slowly turned to him at this,
and he went on eagerly. “It will be
she who is helping you, not I. Can't
vou eee that? Come. It's what she
would want." -

She rose wlthout another word,
but for a moment she stond sway-
ing unsteadlly, evidently testing her
strength, Mt last she made a slow
step forward and he took her arm,
supporting her as much as she
would let him. Jven weak as he
now was, he could have carried her
slight figure, and he longed to do
20, but she was walking more easi-
ly, evidently buoyed up by thought
of the food and warmth to eome.
The Jjourney to the gate wns not
long. In a surprisingly short time

they were meated on opposite sides x

of a small table in one of the
ublquitous chain restauranis where
food ia good and clean and cheap.
The warm, bright roon was almost
empty, for it was 2 o'clock In the
ufternoon, In a few moments
David's taut nerves relaxed under
the matisfying spectacle of his guest
eating a thick, hot, nourishing
soup and trying to do It slowly and
causually. When sha had emptied
the dish she smiled at him. It was
the first time he hall seen her
amile, and his henrt contracted un-
der the pathos of It

"Why aren't you enting?’ she
asked, observing the fact for the
first time.

“I had my lunch before 1 came
uptown,'

David told the He glibly, He was
thinking of the amonut of $2.40,
which was all he had in  his pock-
ets, save the wonderful check for
$5600, Two dollars and sixty cents
might not cover a substantlal luneh-
oon for two, and this girl must have.
a substantial luncheon.

"I (hink wsome chops should be
the next thing in order,” he sug-
goested, plcking up the menn, 8She
shook her head,

“I'd luve them,”” she oonfensod,
“but T don't dare, You seoe'—hor
prouf™ittle head dropped under the
humillation of the confession, and
a pale Mlush stalned her chooks —"
[—I—haven't eaten for days, 1
must begin carefully. 1f 1 can have
some bread and milk that's all 1
ought to take — and, perhaps, &
cup of goffes.””

He kn =v ghe wam vight and gave
the ordig’

“Wao'llt anve a bangup dinner to

night,” he cheerfully predicted, re-
membering his check.

As she ate bread and milk he
talked keeping resolutely to the
facta that would reassure her.

“I know all about these tempo-
rary streaks of hard luck," he told
the girl, leaning toward her boy-
ishly, his elbows inclegantly on the
little table, his dark grey eyes on
her face. “My sister and I went
through them. We were still going
through them when she died. Then
today, when I didn't enare what hap-
pened, I had a streak of Juck. I got
this."
= He took the letter and check
from his pocket and showed them
to her. He touched on the lrony of
the belated editorial appreciation.
e deseribed his momentary rebel-
lion, his resolution of the morning.
He confessed to the sale of his fur-
niture and to his own temporary
homelessness. Then he sald calmly:

“So, you see, it was all mgant to
be, Things like this don't happen
by chance, When you started out
this morning, imagining yourself

" homeless, your good angel and miné

put their heads together. Mine
knew what It would mean to me
to have someone else to think
about and plan for just now. BSo
it's settled, and all you and I have
to do la to follow the plan. Right
after lunch we will go to the bank
and cash this check. We will have
just time before -the bank closes,
Then we'll take a cab and find the
right room for you, and after that
we'll go out and buy a coat for
you and have a real meal”

At this she laughed a little, and

David found the sound enchanting.
He grinned lLack at her beyishly.
When she had finlshed her meal to
fts last morsel he pald the check,
tipped the waitress, and royally de-
manded a taxicab, At the door of
the bank he left her in the eal’s
gife shelter while he cashed his
check—an enterprise simplified by
the fact that he had cashed his one
hundred dollar check at the same
institution and that the paying
teller remembered him and the In.
cldent. When he was back In the
cab with his roll of bills distending
a trousers pocket the girl made her
first suggestldn, o

“I might go back to my own
room,” she brought out, hesitat-
ingly, “if you really sre going to
e good enough to—to lend me a
few dollars. All my furniture is
there, and my trunk, and I know
the lundlady will take me in If I can
pay*a lttle on account. She really
hated to tpurn me out this morn-
ing, but she had given me a lot of
time, and, besides, It wasn't snow-
ing then.”

“All right." .

David was immensely relieved. Now
that things were straightened out
for the girl his temporary alertness
was leaving him. Jle felt a return
of the odd, dizzy, dreamy, hlind sen.
sation of the hour before Ha
winted to see the girl settled and
provided for, and then he wanted to
ko somewhere and rest. He passed
on to the driver of the taxicab the
addresa she had given him, and, on
n sudden impulse, took omt his roll,
divided it at random, and pressed
the blils into her hand. As she be-
gan to protest he put his hand on
hers -and crushed her fingers shut
over the money

“No time to argue the thing,"” he
sald, almost lrritably, *“I feel queer
I've feit queer all day, FPerhaps
I'm golng to be sick. Anyway, 1
want you off my mind, I'll go up
with you, if you'll let me, and give
your landlady the once over, Tell
her 1'mm your cousin, just in town
for the day. 8he may not believe
it, but it's the best we can de, and
she'll never see me agaln, so [t
doesn't matter, But I've got to be
sure you're all right before I go
away. Besides, we want some din.
ner."

Subsequent events were a little
hazy to Henderson. He did not take
in the simplicity and good taste of
thd girl's little sitting room, but
with the last flicker of vitality and
Intelligence he dild take In the per
sonality of the landlady. He formed
the impreasion that the woman was
thoroughly respectable and not bad
hearted ercature, who wns genuine-
Iy glad her unrenumerative lodger
‘had returned with enough cash to
pay her way., Up to this point Da-
vid conducted himself very well
Now, quite spuddenly, he demanded
a drvink of cold water and bégan
to babble in a way that meant noth.
ing but which immediately aroused
the blackest susplelons of the land-
Iady. He realized this and tried to
reassure her by speaking to her
slowly and painstakingly, He heard
the girl's alarmed volce,

“HMe told me he felt i, she was
saying. Boon he was again sxplain.
ing something, this time to a man
with a peremptory manner, who in-
sisted on his taking off his coat
nnd who kept punching his chest in
a way that annoyed him abominably,
After this he had a confused sense
of voleea angd lghtn, and finally of
bed and of racking pain and burn-
ing fever, andl of odd procesaions
around a room whose walls kept
contracting and expanding.

At timex he heard a volce—a fa-
milinr and beautiful voice, speaking
sometimes to him, sometimes to

someone  else, Occaslonally he
caught a glimpse of brown eyes and
brown halr., But it was all chaotie
indeed, until one morning he sud-
denly heard a surprising weak volce
which seemed to come from his own
throat. :

“Hello,” it sald.

At the word someone rose and hent
ahove him -— someone now glorl
ously familiar, someone with brown
eyes and bfown halr, The voice that
had been part of hig dreams, sound-
«d agaln, bushed, but oddly excited.

“Io you know me?" {t asked.

David gazed with deep content at
the girl who stood beside his bed,
The last tlme he saw her she had
been falling off a park bench: no,
she had been eating soup; no,
she had been paying her landlady.
O, it didn’t matter what she had
been doing. What she was dolng
now was offering him something
from a cup and tube.

“Prink this," she said urgently.
When he had obeyed ghe repeated
her question.

“Do you know me?"

“l gueas so," sald David. He
raised something that evidently be-
longed to him and regarded it with
strong disfavor. It was his right
hand, and it was disgustingly thin
and white and shaky.

“Have I been wsick?” he de-
manded.

"Yea"

“How long?"

“Two weeks."
= “What was }I?”

“Pneumonia. You're all right
now, but you must not talk any
more."”

“Am Iin a hospital?"”

“No.
right In as soon as ghe realized that
you were really fll. Fortunately she
had an empty room, and we helped
the doctor to carry vyou there. I
told you she was really a good soul.™

David passed lightly over the
goodness of Mrs, Jackson. It did
net deeply interest him.

*And have you nursed me all this
time?" he asked faintly,

“0, I've beon in and out. Mr. Jack-
son  has heiped, and one of the
maids. And the doctor has bLeen
kind. But qiow you must not say
another word, Just go to sleep.”

He closed his eyes.  The” next
time he opened them the doctor was

there, very breezy, and pgreatly
pleared with himsell and his pa-
tisnt.

‘But nn talking, mind,” he warn.
ed the latter. “You've had a close
shave, and you've got to be mighty
carofu! for another week."”

He turned to the brown eyad
Eirl.

“1f he begins to talk Lo vouw, ge!
Jup and leave the room,' ‘he dl
rected.

She was an amazingly obedient
Lrown-eyed girl After that she
seemed eternally leaving the room,
while Imvid caught back the trail
ing enda of his remarks to her
Finally he learned his lesson and
lay watching her contentedly ns s=h
walted on him or moved about the
sickroom. Bhe was constantly
feeding him. Some form of liguid
nourishment wnas always at his
lips. Also he realized with gratl
tude there was no restriction on
her speach She talked to him
when she chose, telling him of the
clear sunshine cutside, of the brad
ing air, of e doctor's orders, of
how, soon, he would be up and
about.

On the third day, In answer to
one urgent guestion, she gave him
soms autoblographical detafls. Yes,
she was= quite all right now, thanks
to him. She was not yet looking
for work, because she—well, it
geemed better for her to be there
till he was well. And Mrs. Jack-
son waa letting her have her meals
m the house, which was part of the
new and surpassing goodness of
Mre, Jackson. She wanted David

Mrs. Jackson took  you

to know ehe had all his money,
locked safely in ber desk, and she
was paying from It his expenses
from week to week, and, tempos
rarily, her own, But she was keep-

ing track of every penny, and @

amount she owed him was not
large, Now that she was on her

feet again she would soon h:wr,‘

work. Had she told him she wasz
an {llustrator? She was, but just
atarting out, and three months agc :
she had lost her position on the art
gtaff of a magazine, But today she »
had heard of anather position, a
good one, which would be held open
for her a week or two—

“Work?" he exclaimed weakly.
“A position? What's the Jdea?
Great Scott! Don't you realize yet
that you can't take another posi-
tion? You're going to marry me
and let me take care of you!"

It was at this polnt that sh
the room again. She conting
leave the room abruptly as
he began to talk about thelr’
riage, which became his ,
topie, even though he was ng@
mitted to make more than
mark at a time. Still, one ¢o
make those remarks tefl!

It wae on the fifth day of his con-
valescence that he made the great
dizeavery. He had known =all the
time that he was not =0 well when
ghe was not in the room. Indeed he
wna not well at all. He was nerv-
ous, restless, and feverish, His In.
gratitude for the attentions of Mrs,
Jackson and the maid deeply pained
thoge minigtrring angels, When
she came Into the room agaln, how-
ever, he was Immediately hetter, He
was even entirely well., He wa® o
gtrong enough to sit up and talk
ag he carcfully explained to her.
His greatest desire was to =it up and
tialk and be listened to. There were
millions of things he had to say 2o

her, It would take the rest of hif

lifetime to eay them. Yet she was
eternally didénppearing through that
the fifth day he had
at disenvery that she
liherately keeping away from
him She would now hardly ap-
ronich his bed She would not meet
yes. Putg late in the afternoon
£ ured too near, and he
eavght her hand and held it close.

She hruggled, but she could not
Mmove Then she stood very still,
and for one blinding moment looked
down at him,

The lock illwmined the world for
I»avid Henderson For a moment
he watched It, gloried in it, apd in
the culor that slowly mounted to
the very odge of her brown halr.
Then she spoke

You musa't talk, you know!" =
ou all day
iy sunced,

“1T'm going fo
1InOrrow, he firmiy

“1'm xolng to make the doclor let
me do it Were guing to fix the

dnyv for our wedding and make ai
vur pline, But in the meantime,™
he added, stiil | W hee eyes and
her hand, “it's slhnply beastly for
i fellow o le here on his back and
not know even the first name of the
girl he s going to marry. So I'm
) have yvour name right now.
Is it Margaret?”

She shopk her brown head and
tried to elip away, buit he held her
hand tight.

“No," she sald at last

Is it Katherine? Or Maud wr
Cienevieve or Gweéndoivn?

No. "

What I8 It then

She flushed

“It Isn't a fancy name at all. 1'm
awfully afrald you won't like it, It's

plain ordinary, everyday
It's—Dora.”

“ora™  He breathed the name
after her, slowly taking in the
wonderful, beautiful, incredible faect.
Then, very quietly, he laid his face
againegt the hand he atill held. His
vyes were wet "

“Of course it's Dora,” he mur-
mured. ** It just had to be Doral™

just &

name,
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